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The psychiatrist held up a finger, tracing patterns in
the air, and told me to watch it closely. While I watched
it, he watched me.

" I can see what you are doing perfectly," I said,

" Far from it," he answered. " You are not follow-
ing it with your eyes. I must observe you for a few
days."

" Not here ? "

" Yes, here."

Now this was exactly what I had wanted, but my heart
failed me : there was too narrow a margin between my
present state and his world.

" It is really my nose which is preventing me from
sleeping,33 I said. " Once that is put right.. ."

" Very well, you'd better see the nose, throat and ear
doctor first, then come back."

I went, feeling extremely sane, and determined not
to return.

The nose specialist sat on a high stool by a window,
with a reflector screwed Into his right eye, and a thing
like a glove-stretcher in his hand. A glass table beside him
was strewn with instruments. Behind him, two assistants
stood in robes of blood-stained white. The room was full
of frightened soldiers.

A deaf old man sat down on a lower stool, in front of
the doctor. The glove-stretcher darted into his ear. The
old man gibbered in reply to a question : the glove-
stretcher darted into the other ear : another question :
more gibbering : his ears were gently boxed and he was
sent away.

The next case had an immense goitre : the doctor
fondled it: then the attendants pulled off all the patient's
clothes and made him to hop round the room. Removing